And from then on, deserting his grandmother and
ceasing his excursions to Thisy, he took to going to
see his cousin every week, soon several times a week,
drawn by what was for him the novel attraction of a
house in which he at once felt at home and where he
seemed to find something he had long sought.
A very correct maid would admit him with a fleeting
smile at once deferential and familiar; would reply
that Madame was at home; and, resuming her wooden
expression, would conduct him across the garden
and through the hall, and knock at the door of a little
drawing-room,, announcing him in perfectly expression-
less yet somehow faintly friendly voice: ''Monsieur
Michel, Madame." Entering, he would find Madame
Desperiers knitting by the window, sitting there very
upright in her sombre dress in a little cherry-coloured
satin arm-chair, her skein of wool in a basket at her
feet.
At the maid's announcement she would let her work
fall to her lap and with a sort of ironic arrogance,
not without sympathy, stretch out her hand as if for
him to kiss, withdrawing it immediately to remove
from her bun the long needle she had only the moment
before thrust into it. For a moment, while she found
the right stitch in her knitting, she would hold up the
work to her eyes, peering at it until her face seemed to
be actually touching it. Then, the stitch run to earth,
and talking away to Michel or answering his questions,
she would draw herself up again with a rigidity that
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